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Dedication 


In memory of my mother who loved mermaids, 
and who loved to tell me stories of the sea. 


Chapter 1 


Shaw awoke with the song of the island's snow-white 
arctic terns greeting the swell of the morning tide. Two days 
until Christmas and the sun was out. The island was still 
green! 

A grin formed on his tired lips as he struggled to sit up, 
difficult since Innes's arms held him so closely in their tight 
embrace. He stared out of the broken window of the old 
church down at the crashing waves. The birds, masters at 
grabbing stray fish from gigantic schools, lined the pebbled 
shoreline in impatient clusters. 

They awaited the dolphins that appeared each morning, 
sweeping schools of fish close to the shore. The birds 
chattered, awaiting the big waves that would signal 
breakfast was on its way. 

Shaw looked up at the sky. The sun had cracked open like 
a pale egg yolk, its colors staining the sky. Such a beautiful 
image and yet the birds pacing the stones fussed and 
pecked at one another as if each blamed the other for the 
breakage. He lingered, enjoying the sun's smile upon his 
face. 

He'd had a restless, tortured sleep. He'd dreamed of an 
intruder. In the morning's open warmth it seemed so silly 
now. No. Not silly. The deeply imbedded sense of fear wasn't 
foolish, but borne of experience. Innes always said fear was 
a gift. It prepared you for the unexpected. He luxuriated in 
the feeling of safety that was his right now. 

How could he explain to anyone who hadn't experienced 
the love he had with Innes, the life he lived on this perfect 
island, that it was as majestic, breathtaking and yet...as 
fragile as an eggshell? 


Shaw breathed in the sea air. 

The birds' chatter grew louder. They were hungry, but he 
knew there would soon be plenty of fish for them all. They 
would feast then find warm, quiet spots to ride out the finest 
part of the day. 

Innes shifted in his sleep, his hold loosening, and Shaw 
made his move. He reached for the backpack the last visitor 
had left here. It was their favorite toy and both he and Innes 
liked to rummage through it, examining some of the things 
inside. Christmas might be officially still on its way, but for 
Shaw, the backpack had been a perpetual mystery. Innes 
often tired of the game. Sometimes however, he surprised 
Shaw by producing things he'd discovered in one of the 
many hidden pockets. 

He'd been stunned to find a strange contraption sewn 
between two thick seams one night. It had taken a couple of 
days to figure out that the brushed metal object was a set of 
restraints. Unusually, they seemed designed to fit each 
finger of a person's hand and the wrists as well. The 
tortuous-looking device had actually proven to be fun at 
first. Innes had been the one to figure out how to use it and 
had completely immobilized Shaw's fingers and hands and 
spent hours teasing him with his tongue. 

Shaw still smiled thinking about their erotic pleasure 
when they first found the restraints. He had reciprocated 
and it had seemed fun until they began to wonder why their 
visitor had brought such an item to the island. 

The toy soon lost its allure... 

He unzipped the clear, waterproof sections of the bag 
and dipped his hand down until his fingers touched the large 
paperback that had proved, well, novel, at first. Mermaids 
and Mermen contained detailed descriptions of the 
legendary sea creatures, which were of particular interest to 
both Shaw and Innes, but the book had soon proved dreary. 

And so inaccurate. 


Shaw heard a moan and glanced at Innes, but his lover 
still slept. Pity...morning sex would be so lovely right now. 
His gaze fell on the book once more. The cover illustration of 
the fierce merman had deeply upset Innes. 

"He looks like a lunatic," his lover had said. "Why do 
artists always depict mermen as deranged killing 
machines?" 

Shaw had no idea. So many cultures had different myths 
and legends about mermaids and mermen. Often, the 
mermen were depicted as savage tricksters. Then again, so 
were the mermaids. Sirens, for example came off worse, as 
depraved, lonely villains luring men to a watery grave with 
their song. 

The author of the book seemed to have an axe to grind 
with ocean water in general. 

Water is dangerous...living with water means living with 
the possibility of death. 

He scowled at the words. More lies. Water gave life. To 
look at it as a source of evil was wrong. Just wrong. 

Shaw reached deeper down into the pack until he 
retrieved the small black and white object he'd seen the 
visitor playing with. It had lit up when she'd handled it and 
colored images had popped up on the screen. Now it stayed 
silent. Nothing happened when Shaw pressed the buttons 
on the top. The visitor had cursed it, saying "Damned 
Android." 

Android? Weren't those robots? This seemed to be some 
kind of miniature computer but the electrical adapter was 
missing. He studied the small object, turning it over in his 
hands. 

For the first time since he'd left what some deemed 
civilized society to live with Innes and his people, he 
wondered what it would be like to have access to modern 
conveniences again. He'd turned his back on so many things 
and for the most part didn't think about them unless, he 


realized now, he started playing with the contents of the 
backpack. 

What do I miss? I miss the smell of coffee in the morning. 
| miss the sound of the radio. | don't miss the sound of cars 
or honking horns. I don't miss news. News depresses me. | 
miss music. Ah, yes. | miss music. 

Mostly he missed being able to reach for the things he'd 
taken for granted in his old life. He wondered what had 
happened to his old laptop, his cell phone and all his books. 
Sometimes he dreamed of his special collection of leather- 
bound volumes. 

Toilet paper. | do miss that. And big tubes of toothpaste. 
Just once I'd like the taste of peppermint on my tongue... 

Innes knew all the natural remedies for things like 
toothpaste. The truth was, Shaw had never been in better 
Shape. Innes had taught him the benefits of using fire ashes 
and a twig for cleaning his teeth. Oddly, neither ever had 
bad breath in the mornings and Shaw was usually full of 
energy. 

Except for this bad dream he'd had, which disturbed him 
now. They were so happy. Why did he worry? Why did he 
always think What if? 

Living the life he did with Innes had such charms, though, 
that he never really pined for his former creature comforts 
the way he had at first. They had inherited a lot of things 
from visitors that he found useful, but Innes considered 
junk. The items had made the life he'd chosen here in 
splendid isolation bearable in the early days. Now they 
were, Innes had to admit, nice little additions to their lives in 
paradise. 

Now where are those finger restraints? I'd love to use 
them on Innes all morning. Have my way with him. Suck his 
cock. Oh, yes. | wonder where they are? They should be in 
the bag. 

Shaw began to dig again. Now that he thought about it, 
he hadn't seen them for a while. Not that he'd spent much 


time delving into the bag. Things had been so busy on the 
island since they'd come back here at the beginning of the 
month. 

It had been so wonderful to luxuriate in their mutual 
erotic pleasure, their entwined isolation, free from the stress 
of school business. 

The birds' noise level rose. The dolphins were here. Shaw 
had learned to imitate his fine, feathered friends and 
jumped out of his lover's embrace. Naked, he ran down to 
the shoreline and watched as three dolphins frolicked in the 
surf. The wind whipped his thin body but he loved it. All of it. 
The chill of the sea spray against his skin, the dolphins' 
movements, an ancient, timeless dance in which they sent 
streams of small fish closer to the shore. 

How it began, they say, started with mermaids. That was 
the legend of the island. Eynhallow, virtually uninhabited 
except for Shaw and Innes now being here, had many myths 
and deep mysteries attached to it. Right now, it had magic, 
too. Shaw laughed as the birds gobbled at the tiny silvery 
fish washing to the shore. The dolphins came every 
morning. 

Shaw stepped forward, knowing his lover would want 
some fish, too. 

A warm hand touched Shaw's hip before he could run 
farther into the welcoming sea foam. He turned slightly, 
gazing into the green-brown eyes of his lover. 

"| hate when you leave me." 

"You know I'm never far." Shaw kissed him and they ran 
into the ocean together. The morning feeding frenzy was 
almost over. Innes grabbed several fish and, as usual, left 
the few stragglers for the birds. Shaw wanted to be near the 
dolphins. He swam out to them and could hear their playful 
laughter as the waves carried him closer to them. One 
dolphin, he was certain it was the one he and Innes had 
named Finnegan, dipped his head underwater, his mouth 
open, happy sounds skittering in acknowledgment of Shaw. 


Shaw's fingers reached out and he touched Finnegan's 
nose. The dolphin jerked his head out of the water. When 
Shaw came to the surface, the dolphin's face disappeared 
beneath the waves. This was the game they played and, 
yes, it was Finnegan. As quickly as the game began 
however, the dolphins took off en masse, before Shaw and 
Innes could swim with them. 

"That's weird," Shaw said. 

"That's dolphins for you." Innes grinned at him. "Don't 
look so sad, they'll be back tomorrow." 

"| hope so." Shaw loved every single moment, each and 
every ritual of the island. He floated on his back, wrapping 
his legs around Innes's waist. 

His lover stood, his feet grappling for stability in the 
rocky ocean floor. Innes's gaze grew so intense Shaw found 
his cock hardening, even in the chilly water. 

"| love pleasuring you this way." Innes's gaze fell on 
Shaw's cock, which poked out of the water stiff, yearning for 
attention. 

Shaw watched his lover's head dip to taste it. He 
swallowed water as he used his hands to tread water, the 
fish still in his trusty grip. 

The birds laughed, making Shaw laugh, but Innes was 
intent on his private pleasure. He sucked Shaw the way 
nobody had ever come close. Such passion had been a mere 
fantasy until Shaw found the man he loved. 

Innes held Shaw's hips higher, his hands holding tight to 
his ass. Shaw felt like a sacred offering as Innes gazed at 
him reverently for a moment, coming off his cock to say, "| 
love you," only to plunge his mouth back on Shaw, his lips 
warm, his tongue a touch of velvet against his rigid shaft. 

Shaw moaned, the sound disappearing into the water. 
Innes's expert fingers worked their way under Shaw's ass, 
two of them stroking at his hole. Shaw couldn't help it. Fire 
spread through him all the way from his toes. 


He opened his legs wider to accommodate Innes' fingers 
in his body. Innes kept a grip on him as Shaw finally relaxed 
into his hot morning release. He saw colors, so bright and 
clear in his mind. Swirls of blue and purple. Crystal ice. All of 
it chipped away as golds, reds, wonderful sea foam rippled 
across his mind. 

Shaw came, deep in his lover's mouth, realizing now his 
feet were on Innes's shoulders. Innes still sucked. He never 
liked giving up possession of Shaw's cock. 

Slowly, he withdrew his fingers from Shaw's ass and 
finally gripped Shaw's ball sac with gentle tugs of his 
fingertips. This had been the biggest surprise Shaw had 
discovered with Innes. The extra surge of joy he got from 
this simple gesture. 

Shaw sighed with the last rumble of sexual delight, his 
rapture still strong. When Innes finally released him, he had 
a smirk of satisfaction on his face. 

"| dream of sucking you." 

Shaw rose from the water, Innes holding him close as 
they kissed. 

The fish in his hands still struggled but not for long. Innes 
picked him up and carried him back up the hilly path. Shaw 
kept kissing his lover's face. Innes returned the kisses. Shaw 
hated being let go once they reached their fire pit. 

It wasn't as if Innes would deny him more lovemaking 
right after breakfast, but Shaw wanted it now. Innes quickly 
made a fire as the fish in Shaw's hands grew still. 
Sometimes, Shaw hated this part, where the fish had to die. 

"Tea?" Innes asked. Shaw nodded. Innes made the best 
tea of lemons, and their leaves. The unusually warm 
weather had meant lemons still grew on a few trees. But 
soon the temperatures would drop, so they'd begun drinking 
their tea sparingly. 

Shaw took a deep breath as he could smell the tang of 
the fruit at the mere touch of the fire against the old pot. 
Innes gutted the fish, preparing them for twigs for roasting 


and for he and Shaw to hold. Shaw didn't mind raw fish, but 
liked their freshly baked taste in the mornings. 

Innes made quick work of the meal preparations. They 
ate and drank, the fish seeming especially good this 
morning. Almost as soon as Shaw sipped the last of his 
lemon tea out of his old stone cup, he became aware of the 
birds' silence. 

"Feel like a nap?" Innes asked. Shaw nodded. Innes never 
asked if he wanted to make love. His code word was always 
anap. They doused the fire, careful to make sure it was 
completely extinguished. There were two fish left for lunch, 
which Shaw kept, steeping in lemon juice in the only 
remaining cup. 

They walked together along the rocky outcrop to the 
other side of the island, where Innes had fashioned a 
hammock between two hazelnut trees. The island felt alive 
with magic. Shaw felt the presence of mystical creatures 
though he and Innes never saw any. 

There were many strange legends about the island, the 
first being that if one cut grain after the sun set, it bled. The 
other one was that a horse left tethered overnight would be 
found running free in the morning. 

Shaw had experienced the first himself, but never the 
second. He'd never seen a horse on Eynhallow. Ever. 

He sometimes heard voices whispering in the wind. The 
island's ghosts were part of its magic. Trees and plants grew 
here that weren't supposed to. The lemons, for example, 
stumped some visitors because even when it was warm in 
Eynhallow, it was still, by many people's standards, 
extremely cold. 

Innes climbed into the hammock and lay down, his 
perfect, huge and beautiful cock erect, his long tapered 
fingers beckoning Shaw. He climbed up, sitting astride his 
beautiful lover, who gazed up into his eyes. 

They exchanged long, secretive smiles as Innes moved a 
languid hand over both their cocks. His eyes always drew 


Shaw in, making him feel as if he were falling into deep, 
sweet waters. He could drown with great desire in his lover's 
eyes. He began to feel the warmth spreading through his 
body as Innes stroked their cocks up and down, keeping his 
grip firm, his thumb gently rubbing the sensitive heads as 
he came back up and over the top each time. 

A gentle wind rocked the hammock. Shaw wanted to ride 
Innes badly and with a cry got to his knees, bending his 
head between his lover's now dangling legs to suck in his 
rigid length. Ah, nectar. He'd never really enjoyed sucking 
cock before he'd met Innes. Now it was one of the things he 
thought about constantly. Innes had taught him the art of 
taking things slowly but Shaw was sleepy now, not having 
slept well the night before. 

"You're tired." Innes's words stopped him for a moment. 
"What's wrong, my love?" 

Shaw glanced up at him and came off his cock for a 
moment. 

"Nothing," he said, determined to banish his fears. He 
mounted Innes's hardness, rubbing his ass over the 
gleaming head. He could feel his man's warmth against his 
hole and wanted it, all of it, inside him. 

"Take your time," Innes said, holding Shaw's cock again. 
Shaw rubbed his body back and forth, up and down, Innes 
helping him to get all the way inside him. Somewhere, a bird 
chirped. He recognized the call. A nesting cry. That was 
what Shaw was doing, working on Innes's cock nesting deep 
within him. At last, he and Innes had worked his lover's 
cockhead into him. There was no pain, only impatience to 
have Innes inside where he belonged. 

Shaw began to move his body up and down, frightened 
that Innes would slip out again but the gorgeous tool he 
craved moved deeper into him. Shaw let out a groan. Innes 
filled him up already. Innes's hands rubbed up and down 
Shaw's bent legs as he knelt over Innes. At last, Innes was 
all the way in and Shaw felt a surge of ownership, a sense of 


pride in having brought the gleam of possessiveness into 
Innes's gaze. 

Innes's left leg scraped the grass beneath them, his right 
leg propping up Shaw who began to ride him aggressively 
now. Innes brought his stray leg back to the hammock, 
Shaw's rapid movements and a gust of fresh sea breeze 
making the hammock rock. Next to fucking in the ocean, 
this was Shaw's favorite place to make love with Innes. 

The hammock's ties creaked in the wind, the smell of 
salt, sand and hazelnuts strong against the back of Shaw's 
throat as Innes reached up to kiss him. His lover's soft, 
probing tongue sent Shaw over the edge and he came, 
Innes not far behind him. They each let out a cry, Innes 
holding Shaw's hips down over his body hard. 

Shaw bounced a couple of times until he felt his lover's 
little earthquakes subside. Eventually, Innes's cock began to 
soften and Shaw reluctantly raised himself off Innes, letting 
him slip out of him. 

He lay beside Innes, who gathered Shaw into his arms 
saying, "A ghra mo chroi," Gaelic for "Love of my heart." 

Shaw's very soul burned with happiness. Innes was not a 
man given to flowery sentiment but somewhere along the 
way had picked up heartfelt phrases in many languages. 
Shaw had had to coax the meanings of them from Innes in 
the time they'd been together and he never tired of their 
exotic allure. The hammock swayed and soothed them as 
gentle breezes wafted over them. The birds around them 
settled as they did, and the occasional creak of the rope ties 
securing the hammock reminded Shaw of the first time he 
and Innes had made love on a boat. 

He felt loved, secure. And protected. 

x KOK XK 

Something awoke him some time later. A sense of 
intrusion. He lifted his head and thought he might have 
imagined the speck across the water at first, but a few 
blinks and no...it was real. He'd spotted a boat bobbing over 


sea foam. He squinted in the suddenly harsh light, glancing 
at his lover still sleeping beside him. Innes wouldn't like it, 
their island idyll being invaded. 

Should | wake him? No. He looks so peaceful... 

Shaw loved Innes more than he ever thought it possible 
to love another being. He burrowed back under his lover's 
arm once more, Innes's warmth seeping into his soul again. 
Innes stirred in his sleep, his long, thin face framed by dark 
hair, dark eyes and a mouth that always seemed to fight an 
inclination to smile. Oh, he was achingly beautiful. 

"You always stare at me." Innes's deep, gravelly voice did 
funny things to Shaw. It had done so from the moment 
they'd met. 

"You're awake!" Shaw covered Innes's face with kisses, 
his hands moving over his lover's sinewy body. Oh yes, 
Innes was awake all right. His hard cock fell right into 
Shaw's eager hands. 

Innes laughed. Its sharp, honking sound sometimes 
frightened the fledgling birds and Shaw detected flapping 
wings in his peripheral vision, but as Innes kissed him back, 
Shaw's anxiety mounted. It hadn't been Innes's amusement 
that disturbed them. 

It had to be the boat. It must be closer now. He detected 
the sound of a motor. No wonder... 

"We have a visitor," Shaw said with reluctance, just as 
Innes had taken hold of Shaw's cock. Shaw loved morning 
sex more than anything in the world. More than late winter 
berries or-- 

"A visitor?" The chill in his lover's tone deeply upset 
Shaw. He cherished their solitude as much as Innes did, 
especially now, so close to Christmas. They'd planned so 
many wonderful things and who knew what mysteries the 
boat would bring? 

Innes rolled out of the hammock, his cock still hard as he 
ran up to their usual sleeping place, inside the ruins of the 
old church, Innes hard on his heels. They picked up their 


discarded clothing from the night before. They threw on 
their trousers and knobbly sweaters. 

Shaw winced with discomfort as he adjusted his shaft in 
his pants. Innes stepped over Shaw's feet, rummaging 
through the old fisherman's basket for his antique telescope. 
Everything they had on this island had been salvaged from 
the tide or left behind by ancient visitors. 

Shaw heard the boat's motor die and dropped to the 
ground. Fear gripped his heart. He tugged at fragrant, dew- 
slick grasses, lifting a few leaves to his face and sniffing. 
Even the wild marshes had a special smell here. He tasted 
salt spray, oats, and thyme as he chewed a leaf, awaiting 
Innes's decision. 

The boat had arrived so fast. He heard somebody calling 
out. It made him cringe. 

"Ahoy there!" a male voice shouted. 

Neither Innes nor Shaw responded. The male voice 
boomed again. 

"Anybody home?" 

The two men froze as the stranger hauled his boat 
ashore. 

"Damn." Innes had dropped down, watching through the 
broken window. The birds took off, but the stranger was 
awfully close. He laughed, then seemed to cough. It was a 
terrible sound. Shaw realized their visitor was sick. What 
had possessed him to come out to this island...to Eynhallow, 
when everyone knew it hadn't been inhabited since 1851? 

Didn't he know that it was haunted? That ferryboat 
captains no longer brought people out here? Shaw listened 
for the stranger's movements. Chartered boat captains 
often brought the curious out here, for a lot of money. 
Nobody stayed on this verdant, yet barren island. They liked 
to point out the almost treeless landscape, tell them the 
terrible legends and the murder that was supposed to have 
happened...and how the only building, a monastery, was in 
ruins for a reason... 


They heard the stranger stomping around. 

"What's he doing down there?" Shaw whispered, 
cowering behind Innes. 

It wasn't quite true that there weren't trees. They were 
short ones, whipped low by fierce winds and ice storms that 
came frequently, secretly, like the unwelcome visitor now 
trampling their solitude. And there were, of course, their 
cherished and adored hazelnut trees. 

"What's he doing?" Shaw whispered again. He was 
worried now. The unusually mild winter had brought so 
many birds to the far-north Scottish island. He and Innes 
had fussed over each and every nest their feathery charges 
created. They'd counted eggs, nurtured hatchlings-- 

"He's brought a tent," Innes replied after a long silence. 

Oh, no. The man intended to stay. Had nobody told him 
the last two visitors here had vanished without a trace? 

Shaw swallowed hard. There could be no way for them all 
to inhabit the island without the stranger finding them. It 
was only two hundred acres around and without a single 
tree big enough to shelter them, two tall men with-- 

"| say," the man yelled, "Ahoy there!" 

Ahoy there? What's the matter with him? 

"He can see us!" Innes became immediately stressed. 
Shaw began to panic. The visitor was running up the hill 
toward them. 

Shaw peered over Innes's shoulder. "No. He's close to our 
camp sight. He thinks somebody is there." 

"Get what you can. Time to move." Innes's clipped words 
came out in tiny, icy chips. Without hesitation, Shaw 
grabbed the backpack and their blanket. 

"Run." Innes's voice came out in a raggedy gasp. 

Shaw didn't turn to look over his shoulder. He followed 
his lover's instructions and ran across the top of the hilly 
Slope, Innes hard on his tail. 

He didn't stop moving until they'd reached the other side 
of the island and both men began taking deep breaths. 


Unbelievably, there was a crimson pool in the frothy sea 
foam leading to a thin trail of blood below them on the rocky 
shoreline. 

"He hit something," Innes said. He frowned, pulling Shaw 
closer to him. "Don't look, darling. "Just don't look." 


Chapter 2 


Innes went alone down to the shoreline to inspect the 
injured creature, leaving Shaw to remain on the slope, 
listening for sounds from their intruder. 

Shaw lost sight of his lover and for the first time in many 
years found himself feeling alone and very frightened. 

He could hear Innes's soft voice in that moment, carried 
on the breeze. He was singing. Shaw's entire being relaxed. 
Innes had a talent for healing. Shaw recognized the song. 
Whatever had been hit, the sea creature had been a large 
fish. Innes was lulling his patient into a state of calm in 
order to help it. Shaw stayed where he was, listening to the 
ancient melody ofthe ocean. 

Innes knew so many things. Tiny things, big things. He 
could tell what time of day it was by specks in the sand. He 
could tell how long it had been since a bird had eaten by its 
tail feathers. Shaw longed to absorb all this knowledge. 
More than anything he wanted--no, he needed--to be able to 
just love and be with Innes for the rest of his life. 

He heard Innes's voice slipping into silence at the same 
second the intruder's voice began its ridiculous calling 
again. 

"Yoo hoo! Ahoy there! Anybody home?" 

Yes, but not to you. Shaw's ears tuned in to the sound of 
the stranger's disgruntled muttering. 

Innes scampered back up to Shaw's hiding place. 

"He hit a porbeagle." 

Shaw became alarmed. He adored the harmless sharks 
that often visited the island. 

"He tried to beach himself. He had a cut on his belly," 
Innes said. "I think he'll be okay now." 


Shaw beamed at him. "You have the healing touch, my 
love." His smile tremored as the stranger began calling out 
again. 

"Noisy bugger, isn't he?" Innes grinned at Shaw. 

"How long do you think he'll stay?" Shaw tried to hide his 
nervousness. 

"Too long." Innes seemed to be in awfully good humor. 

"You have a plan," Shaw said, relieved. 

Innes shrugged. "Not really. Just an...idea." 

Shaw exhaled heavily. "Okay, what's the idea?" 

"It's going to storm tomorrow night. We ride it out. We 
can also try scaring him tonight. Not many...civilians cope 
too well without lights, traffic, noise..." 

Shaw opened his mouth to protest, but Innes soothed 
him with, "You were an exception, my love. A beautiful, 
thrilling exception." 

Innes kissed him, wrapping Shaw in his protective arms. 

"Do you really think I'd let anyone hurt you?" Innes 
whispered in his ear. 

Shaw shook his head as Innes held him closer. They sat 
low on the incline, watching the waves roll in. Shaw couldn't 
detect a bad storm coming but Innes knew the ways of the 
sea better than anyone. 

"Want a swim?" Innes asked. 

Shaw stared at him. "Won't he hear us?" 

"No." Innes's mouth set in a determined line. 

Swimming was good. He was never afraid in water and it 
was better than sitting there listening to the visitor 
investigating their private paradise. He nodded eagerly. 
They stripped off once again and hid their possessions 
behind a mound of rocks they could easily see from the 
ocean. They picked their way carefully down to the shoreline 
and entered the foamy waters with as little noise as 
possible. No sense in alerting their intruder as to their 
location. 


The injured shark could be seen swimming away from the 
island. Shaw immediately began to worry. The sharks liked 
to come in the mornings and usually stayed. What ifthe 
dolphins didn't come tomorrow and feed the birds because 
of the stranger? So many of the birds were nesting and 
needed their fish. 

"Please stop," Innes said as he held Shaw's hand. "Let's 
worry about getting through today before we fret about 
tomorrow." 

"All right." 

The water on this side of the island was cold but so 
refreshing. Innes kept grabbing Shaw beneath the waves 
and would disappear, laughing as Shaw went after him. 
They swam and chased each other as tiny fish swam past 
them. 

When they came back to the surface, the stranger was at 
the shoreline, gazing out to sea looking through his 
binoculars. Shaw almost screamed. 

Had he seen them? 

The stranger turned in their direction. Innes and Shaw 
ducked underwater again. They swam as far away from the 
location as possible. They swam all the way to the other 
side of the island. 

"He covered the island pretty quickly." Shaw's teeth 
chattered in fright when he and Innes came back to the 
surface. 

"I'm sure he realizes he has company." Innes's tone 
turned dark. "I want to examine his possessions." 

"We can't do that." Shaw was aghast at the suggestion. 

"Of course we can." 

"How?" 

"| don't know yet. We need to watch him a while." For the 
first time, Innes seemed deep in thought. He began wading 
from the water, reaching for Shaw's hand. 

"Hellooooo!" 


The stranger must have heard them. Shaw and Innes 
stopped in their tracks. 

"Anybody there?" the stranger called. "I can hear you!" 

"Back to the water," Innes hissed. They turned and ran. 

"| mean you no harm!" the stranger called out. "I found 
your fish!" 

Innes stopped, turning a somber gaze on Shaw. "They 
always mean no harm." He shook his head, his grip on Shaw 
tighter now as they once again merged with the sea. 

They stayed in the water until late afternoon. Shaw was 
hungry and tired. Innes caught them a couple of fish, which 
they ate raw. 

"| wonder what he's up to?" Shaw asked as they huddled 
behind the rocks where they'd found their hidden clothing 
undisturbed. 

"We could check on him," Innes said. Silently, they 
moved up the mountain. 

"The nerve!" Innes pointed. 

Their unwanted visitor was dozing in their hammock. 
"How dare he interfere with our things?" He thrust the old 
fisherman's basket into Shaw's already laden hands. "Go to 
the ruins. I'll be there as soon as | can." 

He dashed away, Shaw doing as Innes had instructed. He 
dropped everything behind the ruined church's broken wall 
and withdrew the spyglass from the basket. Innes had run 
past the sleeping stranger and moved down to the spot 
where the man had left his belongings. 

"Hello?" The stranger sat up, tumbling from the 
hammock. He hurtled down the sharp incline, Innes running 
the other way, circling back to Shaw from behind. 

"What's he doing?" Innes asked. 

"Lying on the ground. | think he's unconscious." 

Shaw handed Innes the spyglass. "Here. Look." 

"I can't look. | don't want to feel sorry for him and help 
him. What's he doing now?" 

"Still unconscious." 


They waited a moment. 

Innes took another look. "Maybe it's a trick." 

"You think?" 

"No. He's been in the same position too long. We'll have 
to help him. Damn it." 

Shaw nodded. They left the spyglass and crept away 
from their hiding place. They reached the sleeping stranger, 
who had blood pouring from his mouth. They dragged him 
to a sitting position near their camp where the intruder had 
set up his own things, shoving their belongings aside. 

"So typical," Innes said. "These westerners. They come to 
a new place and just...take over." 

Shaw nodded. It had gone on for centuries. He'd always 
been in love with seafaring adventure and had been 
surprised to learn that Captain Cook had never discovered 
the Hawaiian Islands. A Spanish voyager had been the first 
non-native visitor to the islands, but as he'd discovered, 
since Cortez had not inflicted any kind of fatal conflict or 
unmanageable diseases on the island population, it was 
Cook who had been granted discovery status. 

"He's still not moving." He glanced at Innes. 

"Oh, he's all right. He'll come to and he'll be grumpy. He's 
going to have one hell of a hangover. I'm so tempted to toss 
his tent into the sea," Innes whispered. 

"We can't do that." 

"Without protection, he won't last the night." 

"| guess." Shaw lifted a brow. "But it seems so cruel. It's 
not like you, my darling." 

"He brought it on himself. Nobody invited him here." 

"True." 

"Anyway, we don't want him to last the night," Innes 
snapped. "He drank our tea and ate our fish." 

"He was hungry," Shaw said, though in truth, he liked it 
no more than Innes did. 

The stranger began to waken. Shaw was kneeling beside 
the man when the stranger's eyes seemed to come into 


focus, then widened in fear. 

"Are you all right?" Shaw asked. 

"| hit my head." The man put a hand to his scalp. "Ow." 

"What are you doing here?" Shaw asked. 

The man's gaze drifted to sea. "I came..." His voice 
tapered off. 

"His eyes look funny." Innes sounded cross. "I'll make 
some tea." 

Shaw nodded. The stranger kept looking at Shaw as if he 
were seeing a ghost. 

"Are you in pain?" Shaw asked the intruder. 

"| feel funny." The man shook his head. "I've got a big 
lump on my forehead." 

Innes returned with a pot of water. They had a well of 
spring water on the island right near the camp. They kept it 
covered to prevent contamination. 

"So thirsty," the man said. "I brought water but the bottle 
fell out of my boat." 

He looked at Innes as he spoke. 

Innes looked at him, then glanced at Shaw. 

"Can he see us?" 

"Of course he can see us." 

"Of course | can see you," the man echoed. 

"How many of us can you see?" Innes asked him. 

"Two. You, the cranky one, and the handsome one, here." 

Innes handed him a battered stone cup that had long lost 
its handle. "Drink," he instructed. 

The stranger drank. As he gulped at the water, Innes 
made a fire to brew tea. 

"| need to sleep," the man said, shivering. 

"You need to stay awake," Innes corrected. "You have a 
concussion." 

"Oh, no. My eyes are always like that. | had bad Lasik 
surgery. | have blurred vision in my left eye." 

"| can fix that," Innes said. Shaw gaped at him. Not only 
was Innes making friends with the intruder, but now he was 


helping him heal old wounds. 

"Stay with our...guest," Innes instructed. "I need to find 
some leaves." 

Shaw didn't know what to say. Either to his lover or the 
visitor whose head kept dropping to his chest. 

"Keep him talking," Innes commanded. "He must stay 
awake." 

He took off running and Shaw fumbled for something 
interesting enough to keep the man awake. 

"Bossy sort, isn't he?" the man asked. 

"Where are you from?" 

"Scotland." 

"I can tell that. Which town?" 

"Caithness." 

Shaw nodded. He'd been there himself. A flat land that 
had once been part of Lake Orcadie, three hundred and 
seventy million years ago. To its far north the land was very 
dramatic, the ruins of castles on its craggy coasts. He could 
see them whenever he and Innes traveled. He also knew 
some of the island birds found sanctuary around the ruins 
during harsh winter months. 

"What is the latest news?" Shaw asked the stranger. 

"Latest...?" The man looked at him. "You're Scottish too, | 
can still hear your burr." 

Shaw smiled. "Guilty as charged." 

"And you live here now?" The man looked so perplexed. 
"| mean...nobody's supposed to live here." 

It had been on the tip of Shaw's tongue to ask the 
stranger why he'd come here if he thought the island to be 
uninhabited. Instead, he said, "We are visitors, just like you." 

The man looked at him. "You seem very...comfortable 
here." 

"Oh, we are." He deflected and asked again, "What is the 
latest news?" 

"From Caithness?" He seemed to consider the question. 
"Not much, really. Oh, well, there is a little. The Caithness 


Countryside Volunteers roped me and a bunch of other poor, 
unsuspecting idiots into building bird boxes at Seadrift, the 
Highland Council's wildlife refuge in Dunnet Bay." 

He scowled. "They lured me there with offerings of tea 
and cakes." 

Shaw grinned. "Well, you did a very wonderful thing." 

"| suppose. Though I'm not much of a bird man. They 
poop on everything." He touched his head gingerly. "I'm in a 
lot of pain." 

As if on cue, Innes returned. He had look of excitement 
on his face. 

He's found something. He always gets excited when he 
makes a new discovery. Shaw gazed at his lover, longing for 
their earlier solitude. 

"Cloudberry." Innes held out his hand. Six succulent 
looking berries lay in his palm. Shaw almost wept with 
pleasure. They hadn't found any since their arrival on the 
island. They'd feared the fruit had vanished thanks to their 
fine, feathered friends. 

Shaw took one, letting it rest a moment on his tongue 
before biting down on it. Rich in vitamins, it had a tart taste. 
The stranger, who had been watching him, took one, too, 
but as was common with those unused to the flavor, he 
pulled a face and pronounced it, "horrible." 

Innes ate one, savoring it. "Perfect." 

He gave the rest to Shaw who put them into a pocket 
he'd sewn into his sweater sleeve for such treasures. 

"I even found arctic bramble," his lover said, turning his 
attention to making tea. 

The stranger sat, a dull look on his face. "I need to sleep. 
| had a long trip here." 

"You shouldn't," Innes said. 

"But | want to. I'm an adult male and I'll do whatever the 
fuck | want." 

There was threat to his tone. 

Innes glanced at the man, then back at Shaw. 


"Can you get me some more branches, please?" 

Shaw rose and heard his lover trying to placate the 
increasingly fractious stranger. 

"You'll feel better after some tea. Have a little, then | 
promise you I'll let you sleep." 

"But | want to sleep now." 

Shaw scrambled, picking up whatever twigs and 
branches he could find. He returned, and Innes nodded his 
thanks. 

"Set up his tent," he instructed Shaw, who was beginning 
to feel like a serf. 

Innes brewed tea as the stranger sat in the chair Innes 
usually occupied. Shaw glanced back at them. When he and 
Innes were alone, Innes would sit there with a doting Shaw 
perched on his lap. 

"It's only for tonight," Innes said, coming to the small 
clearing where Shaw worked on his assigned task. 

"How do you know that?" Shaw was in a mood to argue. 
And he and Innes never argued. 

Innes smiled. "He won't handle the storm tomorrow 
night. | promise you. Go and get our bedding ready. I'll get 
him settled. I'll be there as soon as | can." 

Shaw walked away, more to prevent himself from saying 
something he'd regret than a need to obey Innes's 
commands. 

From behind the chipped, jagged walls of the shattered 
church he watched through the spyglass as Innes bound the 
stranger's left eye with a poultice wrapped in leaves and 
bark. He followed their progress as Innes led the man to his 
tent, returned for a cup of tea and took it to him. 

Back at the camp, Shaw watched his lover pour two more 
cups of tea and douse the fire. 

Innes, who obviously realized Shaw was watching him, 
waved and blew him a kiss. Shaw smiled. His man knew him 
too well. 


When Innes came back to their little den, he seemed 
pleased with himself. "He won't have blurred vision in the 
morning." 

"Thanks to you." Shaw reached up to him from where he 
sat amongst their bedding, protected from the elements...at 
least for now. 

Innes handed him one of the cups. 

"Tea first, then you can have me." 

Shaw clicked his tongue. "In that order?" 

"The tea will soothe you. You've been upset all day." 

That was true. 

Innes settled against the wall, Shaw scooting into his 
lover's embrace. They drank their tea and talked as the day 
grew cold and dark. Shaw had no idea what Innes had put in 
the brew, but sleep overtook him as the stars sprang into 
the night sky. Shaw couldn't stay awake even though he 
fought his own sluggishness. 

"Sleep, my love," Innes said. "You'll need your strength 
tomorrow." Shaw had no idea what Innes meant by those 
words and couldn't ask. His mouth just wouldn't work. He 
was vaguely aware of Innes laying him down against the 
blankets, removing Shaw's clothing, then his own. Shaw 
didn't let go of consciousness until they were both under the 
covers and Innes had wrapped him in his arms. 

The island fell silent and with it, Shaw's fears all drifted 
away. 

x OK OK OX 

He was aware that Innes got up at one point and came 
back again. 

“Everything okay?" Shaw mumbled. 

Innes kissed his temple. It was the last thing Shaw 
remembered until sunlight hit him right in the eyes. Shaw 
awoke, aware that something wasn't right. 

He opened his eyes when he heard a gasp. He nudged 
Innes. The stranger was on the move, on their slope. And he 
couldn't be coming at a worse time. 


"What did you do?" Shaw asked Innes. 

Innes shrugged. "I went to check on our shark friend. | 
was worried about him. He was deep beneath the ocean's 
surface. | had to do it. |" 

He stopped speaking. "He's coming. Wait. He won't see 
me like this." He picked up the telescope and peered out at 
the intruder. 

"You--" 

Oh...the stranger can see him. He was waving now. 

Not all humans could...at least, in the past it had been 
that way. 

Innes stepped away from the empty window. "Not like 
this...he shouldn't be able to see me." 

The man appeared behind the crumbling walls of the 
monastery so quickly that Shaw almost screamed. He was 
still naked under the covers. Innes had vanished, discarding 
the telescope to the ground. 

"l...say..." The man gaped at him. "Where'd the other 
bloke go?" 

Shaw scrambled to find his pants. Where were they? 
"You have interesting hair." The man's eyes widened. 
"Good God. It's true!" He looked pale all of a sudden. "You-- 
you--" He pointed to the wall. "You have a trident!" He had a 

gleam in his eye now. "Show me your legs!" 

"I'll not show you my legs." Shaw tried for dignity but it 
was difficult when he was buck naked under the blanket. 

"Your hair is..." The man squinted. "It looks dark but it's 
deep green, it's made of seaweed and you have the 
typically long face." The man was checking points on his 
fingers now. "You're human on top and | bet you have a tail. 
You're a shape-shifting merman!" 


Chapter 3 


Shaw was so shocked he tried hard to recover his 
composure. "I prefer finfolk, actually and no, | don't have a 
tail." 

"Yes, you do. | know you do. Show yourself, merman!" 

But Shaw had no time to react. Innes had materialized 
once more, creeping behind the hostile stranger, and 
donged the fool right over the head with his fists. The visitor 
crumpled to the ground. 

"Sweetie, must you always resort to violence?" Shaw 
asked, but he kept his tone gentle. Innes always acted first, 
rarely needing to repent at leisure. He always believed in 
acting on instinct. Shaw was the one who usually fretted 
when Innes did something dramatic. 

"Another headache." Innes sighed. "He'll be even more 
difficult now." 

Maybe this time Innes would repent. With decades and 
decades of leisure. He gasped when he saw Innes bending 
down and removing a gun from the man's hand. Innes had 
to struggle to release it from his limp fingers. 

"Do you think he would have shot me?" Shaw asked. 

"Get dressed." Innes sounded terse, but Shaw knew his 
lover had reacted protectively. They'd still have to deal with 
their unwanted guest when he came to himself again. 

"I'm going to hide this where he'll never find it." He gave 
a wave with the weapon. "Then I'll check his belongings, 
make sure there are no more weapons. Shaw, my love, | 
adore your naked body, but please--" 

Shaw rose, Innes's possessive gaze taking in every inch 
of him. 


"So not how | planned this morning," Innes grumbled, 
marching off to the beach. 

Shaw found his clothes. His feet were cold, but he 
preferred to be barefoot. In case he came across any 
ground-nesting birds, he'd do less damage with his toes 
than a shoe tip. He dressed quickly, checking on the visitor. 
His face lay turned, his mouth drooling against the emerald 
grass. 

He's going to have one giant heck of a headache when 
he wakes up... 

Shaw picked up their bedding, draping the sleeping bag 
they used as a mattress on a low-lying interior wall of the 
old monastery. He reluctantly rolled up the blanket, giving it 
a good sniff. Ah...it smelled like Innes. Shaw stowed it off the 
ground in a hole among the ancient stones. 

He turned, found the man still unconscious and, with a 
sigh, walked over and bent to check his pulse. He was alive. 

Glancing over the top of the walls, he saw Innes 
methodically carrying things from the boat, which lay on the 
rocks, over to their cooking station. That surprised him. 
Innes was usually more likely to want to put uninvited 
guests back in their boats and send them packing. 

The storm. He expected the man to stay. If only we could 
drug him with more tea for the rest of the day. 

Shaw watched Innes opening a box and sighed. The 
visitor would no doubt grumble about his possessions being 
examined, but Innes and Shaw didn't like surprises. Shaw 
stayed with the stranger. He glanced down at the birds, 
dancing around the boat. 

The dolphins hadn't come. Shaw almost wept out of 
frustration. He'd expected that. Fool Stranger! 

He paced a moment. What did the visitor want? There 
had been a ferry, the first in a long time, that had come 
several months ago. Shaw alone had spoken to two of the 
people, who'd left him cans of food. He smiled now at the 


memory. Cans. And no opener. Maybe this new visitor had 
one. 

Shaw turned and studied the man again. Still out. He 
smelled smoke. Innes was cooking. Shaw bent to the prone 
man and touched his throat. Quickening. He was waking up 
again. Shaw lifted his head at the familiar but oh, so long 
missing scent of coffee. Coffee! He straightened, running 
out of the monastery ruins. 

Innes had turned their fire grate into a breakfast station, 
complete with eggs bubbling on a pan and coffee. Yes, there 
really was coffee. 

His lover turned and smiled at him. "I found a knife 
among his possessions and a very small typewriter. | can't 
imagine how he uses it. | couldn't make it work." He shook 
his head. "I took the knife, but he can keep the typewriter. | 
knew you'd be happy to see the coffee." He stirred the pot. 
Shaw was nervous now. He could hear their guest stumbling 
around. 

Innes's smile faltered a little. 

"Don't disappear on me, please," Shaw implored. His 
gaze held Innes's. Innes nodded. Shaw went after the 
visitor, who careened toward them, clutching his head. 

He moaned. "What happened?" 

"You had a gun and Innes disarmed you." Shaw put his 
arm around the man, who leaned into him. Together they 
made their way toward the fire. 

"Are those from my stash of eggs and coffee?" the 
stranger asked, his voice sounding croaky. 

Neither Shaw nor Innes responded at first. Shaw noticed 
the boxes and a suitcase stacked beside a clump of bushes. 
He gently put the man into Innes's chair and helped make 
him comfortable. 

"My head." The man moaned. "It really hurts." 

Innes ignored the man as he put his head into his hands, 
leaning forward. 


"The eggs you brought were broken. They wouldn't have 
lasted the day," Innes told him. He gave Shaw a nod and 
Shaw helped the man sit up as Innes handed him a cup of 
coffee. Shaw eagerly took the second cup and sipped. He 
held the mouthful a moment, his toes curling into the 
muddy grass. Ah, it was good. 

"How long has it been since you had coffee?" the man 
asked. 

"I'm not a coffee guy," Innes said, surprisingly pleasant. 
"But Shaw has missed it. It's been a while, | know that." 

Shaw couldn't remember his last cup of coffee so he 
stayed silent. The less he said the better. The stranger 
seemed to like asking questions. If only he would just go 
home. 

"You two live alone out here?" The man leaned forward 
now, putting the cup on the ground beside him. 

We started talking about this yesterday. He's forgotten. 
Shaw stared at him. His eyes looked strangely better. 

"My God." The man clapped a hand to his face. "My left 
eye is no longer blurry." He pointed a shaky finger at Innes. 
"You put something over my eye. | remember now." He 
stared into the cup. "You're still merfolk, though, and 
merfolk are evil." 

"No." Innes's tone turned icy. "That is legend and 
hearsay. And it is wrong." 

"But you do live here?" 

"No," Shaw said. "I told you yesterday. We're visitors, just 
like you." 

"Oh." The man looked befuddled. 

"People come and go," Shaw added. 

“"Mermen...| mean, finfolk?" the stranger corrected 
himself. 

"Other visitors come here, too." Shaw handed the man a 
plate of cooked eggs and a wedge of roasted potato they'd 
saved from the day before. 


"My wife came here," the man suddenly said. He poked 
at his eggs with the spoon Shaw had given him. "I hired a 
private detective. She was supposed to have come out here 
with her lover." 

"Really? He tracked them all the way here?" Innes asked. 

"No. | read her e-mails." 

Shaw wished the stranger would stop chewing. He tried 
to follow the story, which was difficult since the man kept 
talking with his mouth full. Shaw had never before seen 
anyone eat a bite of food, swallow hot tea, and talkall at the 
same time. 

"They both had a fantasy of the uninhabited islands. He 
was our neighbor. Such a cliché, don't you think?" 

Shaw thought it was sad. Just sad. 

"What did her e-mails say?" Shaw was very curious now. 

"She wrote to her mother and her sister telling them she 
was leaving me. They claim they never heard from her once 
she actually took off. Some people actually thought | killed 
her. Can you believe it?" 

He looked so affronted. 

Shaw stared atthe man. "Why would they think that?" 

"Because everybody always suspects the spouse, don't 
they?" When neither Shaw nor Innes responded, he said, 
"And because one time, her mother overheard me 
threatening my wife if she ever left me." 

He turned bright red. "I swear | didn't do it. They left. She 
and David. That was his name. | never saw them again. Not 
alive anyway. |--" The stranger bit into the potato. "Wow, 
this is really good." 

"Thanks," Innes said. 

Shaw was even more curious now. "What do you mean, 
not alive?" 

"Are there any more potatoes? These are so delicious and 
I'm starving." 

“None that we've found...yet," Innes said. "We'll do some 
digging later. | think we are both...intrigued about your 


wife." 

"Well, it makes a good story, l'Il give you that." The 
stranger licked a bit of potato skin from his fork like a small, 
deprived child. "The private detective | hired called me 
some months after my wife disappeared and said a body 
had been found. Remnants of their boat were found off one 
of the other islands. | knew the boat because it belonged to 
David and it was his body they'd discovered. He had 
drowned." 

Shaw watched the man's face. He seemed both angry 
and almost...jubilant. 

"It proved that /hadn't killed him and the captain of the 
fishing trawler that located him said there was evidence a 
woman had been there, too. Some female clothing. Her 
mother identified it as hers." He shrugged. "She hadn't 
taken much with her but to me the whole thing was so 
juvenile. Neither she nor David was well equipped to deal 
with the elements. They were like starry-eyed children 
packing a bag with inappropriate items, off for some 
adventure. So, finding his body was a small measure of 
closure but | can't say | was devastated that he was dead." 

A vicious gleam invaded his gaze. 

"So | don't know what happened to her. | just don't 
know." The stranger shrugged and ate a little of the berries 
Innes handed him. He shifted in his seat. "You're going to 
think me weird but | went to see a medium." He held up a 
hand as if to ward off any negative comments. "He was a 
strange fellow. Kept muttering to himself and frankly a few 
things he said were not very accurate. But he knew a few 
things, very...personal things and | knew that nobody could 
have told him because he didn't even know my name." 

"What sort of things?" Shaw asked, hoping the stranger 
would keep talking. Listening to a new story was better than 
reading the mermen book over and over again. 

The man shook his head. "Embarrassing things." His 
cheeks flamed when he said, "The medium knew I'd had 


affairs and my wife discovered them. He even knew the 
names of some of the women." He looked baffled. "I still 
don't know how. And," he took a deep breath and 
breathlessly announced, "He knew that my wife had asked 
for a divorce and I'd refused her request." 

Innes stirred the tea in the pot. "What did he say about 
your wife, this...medium?" 

The stranger waved a hand. "What | had already 
suspected, that if they made it here they probably didn't 
survive. That was seven years ago. I've tried to move 
on...l've tried to forget her. I've read everything | can about 
this island. They say the mer-- finfolk lure women here and 
imprison them as wives, but you...you're a, um...couple, 
aren't you?" 

"Very much so," Innes assured him. 

"| didn't know there were gay mermen." He closed his 
eyes. "Finfolk." 

Shaw and Innes took no offense at the man's 
observation. They were used to these terrible untruths 
about their kind. It was, frankly, not the worst thing ever 
said about finfolk. 

"What is your name?" Shaw asked. 

"Colcross. Peter Colcross. You can call me Peter." 

"Thanks." Innes glanced sideways at Shaw, barely 
suppressing an eye roll. 

"My wife's name was Sally-Anne. She sometimes went by 
Sue." He glanced up hopefully at Shaw. "I don't suppose you 
met her?" 

Shaw said, "I don't think so. Not that her name is familiar. 
Most humans scream and run when they see us." 

Peter chuckled. 

"Do you have a photograph of her?" Innes asked. 

The man stopped eating, stood, and retrieved a wallet 
from his back pocket. He removed a well-worn picture of a 
young, pretty brunette. 


Shaw studied it for a long moment. They must have 
made a handsome couple though Peter's face showed 
lingering signs of grief and flashes of anger that to him were 
most unappealing. The man's brownish hair was cut short, 
his stark blue eyes ringed dark smudges that spoke of a 
poor relationship with sleep. Shaw shook his head, showing 
it to Innes who lifted his shoulders. 

"Sorry, no." 

"She's officially dead and | did have a life insurance 
policy taken out in case anything happened to her." Peter 
flushed guiltily fora moment. "She used to accuse me of 
wanting to kill her." 

"Did you?" Innes asked. 

Peter shrugged. "No." A very long pause followed. "| 
wasn't a very good husband. | was a mean husband." 

I find that easy to believe. He seems so...grouchy. Shaw's 
gaze remained on Peter's face. 

"Maybe that's why she looked elsewhere," Innes 
remarked. 

Peter's lips thinned into a vicious line. "I never wanted to 
hurt her." 

Shaw recoiled. The man's facial expression belied his 
words. 

"| just wanted her to love me and..." His voice trailed 
away. "| never thought she would just disappear." 

"There was a woman who came here, a photographer. 
She took photos for some book," Shaw said, hardly able to 
hide his resentment. "She was very intrusive." 

"You're talking about Amanda Rand, | expect. | went to 
her exhibit. She never mentioned meeting any mermen. | 
asked her if there was human life on the island..." Peter 
Colcross stared at his empty plate and began to cry. 

Shaw didn't think Amanda Rand would have had occasion 
to mention mermen. Neither he nor Innes had actually met 
her. She'd come for a few hours, made a great big fuss of 
taking photos and spent a lot of time scrutinizing the 


monastery walls. The photographer had left her blanket in 
her haste to leave when a late afternoon wind cut through 
the island. She'd been petrified when the ocean began to 
swell. 

She feared that she'd be stuck here and had jumped onto 
her motorboat and sped away. 

Shaw and Innes had managed to avoid her the entire 
time she'd been here. Shaw had disliked the way she'd 
rummaged through the few possessions they'd left out, 
unaware they'd have unwelcome company. She hadn't 
deemed the items interesting enough to photograph, 
though the telescope they cherished had belonged to a 
shipwrecked ferry from decades before. She had crashed off 
the coast of the Orkney Islands. 

Oh, the finfolk had tried valiantly to save the humans 
who had gone down with the ferry. It had been devastating 
when they arrived too late. 

The ferry had eventually been retrieved, the finfolk 
watching from beneath the ocean's surface. They'd enjoyed 
finding odd bits of scrapped treasure as she'd been towed 
away. What had she been called? 

Ah, yes. The MV Victoria. 

Her mysterious sinking had brought with it a self-imposed 
ban by the humans on allowing ferries to travel up here. 

Not that the finfolk had minded. They kept to 
themselves. 

It was better for everybody that way. 

When the photographer had arrived, though, Innes had 
been especially playful that day, shaking bushes, tossing 
stones at her feet. Howling like a wolf had really rattled her. 
Shaw had had to fight himself from laughing out loud. 

He and Innes had remained invisible to her until nature 
cooperated and the North Wind blew. Shaw could only hope 
bad weather would arrive in the afternoon and send 
Colcross home again, too. 


"| know she stopped loving me," Peter suddenly said. 
"She started to love someone else. And she made new 
friends...joined all these online support groups. She got 
damned mouthy after that. Damned Internet." 

"Who?" Innes asked, sounding confused. "The 
photographer?" 

"No. My wife." He glanced at Shaw and Innes and 
grinned. "You probably don't even know what the Internet is. 
I'm just starting to realize this little trip will play havoc with 
my Facebook addiction. Don't suppose you have wireless?" 

"Oh," Shaw said. "We do." 

Peter gaped. "Really?" 

"We have a small transistor radio but the batteries rusted 
a long time ago." 

The man laughed but it was an unpleasant sound. "Not 
that kind of wireless. Oh, never mind." 

Shaw stared. What kind of wireless did he mean? 

The man's face looked grief-stricken. "I thought...| 
thought...you know, it's almost Christmas 
and...and...and...Christmas is a time of miracles, isn't it?" 

Neither Shaw nor Innes said anything for a moment. The 
man fell apart before their eyes. 

"| just felt in my heart she was still alive. | thought if | 
could come here and see...if | could see for myself that the 
man she's with is a better man, a better...husband, then | 
could let her go." 

He swiped at his tears with the back of his hand. 

The birds began to clack, their unusual sound making it 
seem as if they were saying, "Yeah, yeah, yeah." 

Peter Colcross stopped weeping, surprise flooding his 
features. He laughed suddenly. Shaw grinned back at him. 

"| suppose | do sound whiny." Colcross chewed his lip. 
“How do you stand it out here. You have nothing." 

"On the contrary, we have everything." 

"But it's..." Colcross looked around. "It's been taken over 
by birds." 


"It's their home." Shaw dug into his eggs. It had been a 
long time since he'd had those. He and Innes never touched 
the sacred island birds' eggs. These were wonderful with the 
roasted potatoes. 

"What do you eat?" 

"Fish," Innes said, as Shaw kept eating. "Seaweed. Fruit." 

"You eat birds or their eggs?" 

"Never." Innes looked astonished. The very thought was 
unimaginable to the finfolk, who saw themselves as 
guardians of the island. 

"So how do you survive?" 

Shaw grinned. "Very well, thank you." He stared at his 
plate. "Innes, did you really find arctic bramble?" 

"| did, my love. Not yet ripe. A few days more." 

"Maybe by Christmas." Shaw couldn't help feeling 
hopeful. Arctic bramble was his favorite kind of raspberry in 
the whole wide world. He felt Innes's fierce, loving gaze on 
his face. 

"What's arctic bramble?" Peter glanced from Innes to 
Shaw. 

"Northern raspberries. Shaw loves them." 

"I'm a meat and potatoes man myself." Peter held his 
empty coffee cup toward Innes, who dutifully refilled it. "You 
both look healthy, I'll give you that. | mean you're thin, very 
thin but I'm given to understand that mermen are that way. 
It would be awfully hard to swim with a heavy body." 
Colcross laughed and swung one leg over the other. 

Shaw knew finfolk came in all shapes and sizes but didn't 
say so. He began to wonder how long the man would stay. 
He and Innes had carefully stored enough food to get them 
through Christmas. They'd planned this brief respite before-- 

No. He wouldn't think about the future now. 

Colcross sipped at his coffee. Shaw drained his own cup 
then handed it to Innes, who quickly filled it for him. Shaw 
began to worry. They only had two of everything. Shaw 


finished his eggs and handed the empty plate and spoon to 
his lover. 

"We had a boat come by a few months ago," Shaw said. 
"That was ridiculous." Innes rolled his eyes. "He gave 
Shaw canned goods. Canned goods. | ask you, what are we 

supposed to do with those?" 

"Didn't leave a can opener, | suppose?" 

"You suppose correctly." Innes smacked his lips together. 
"This coffee is very good. | do sometimes tire of nettle tea. 
It's the closest thing we have to coffee." 

"Sounds revolting." Colcross stood and walked over to his 
boxes. "| happen to have a can opener. What's in your 
blessed cans?" 

"The one we can't wait to open is..." Shaw glanced at his 
lover. "What's it called again?" 

"Baked beans. We also have Devon custard and mushy 
peas." 

"He left us some flints, too," Shaw said. "We haven't used 
them, either." 

"Sounds like we have a pretty good feast. | brought some 
dried wine." 

"Dried wine!" Shaw had never heard of such a thing. 

Colcross nodded. "We just add water." 

"Is it tasty?" 

"Time will soon tell us." Colcross smiled. "Since you know 
the island, care to show me around?" 

The finfolk traded glances. Innes hated humans a tad 
more than Shaw. This was an unusual situation to be sure. 

"We can," Shaw said. He said we because he wanted 
Innes with them. His lover looked miserable but as far as 
Shaw could see they had no choice. Barring some natural 
catastrophe, their visitor didn't seem ready to leave the 
island. 

"Show me the way," Colcross said, donning a hat and 
sunglasses. 


Shaw and Innes walked with him, Shaw only slightly 

soothed by the warming sand under his feet. 
x kx kx x 

Innes dropped back, letting Shaw do the talking. He 
didn't trust Peter Colcross. Didn't trust humans. Period. They 
lied, made up things, distorted truths. That which they 
didn't understand, couldn't neatly compartmentalize, 
couldn't identify with, they shaped into monstrous 
dimensions. 

He would never understand them. 

Innes followed the stranger because he didn't trust him. 
He'd come searching for a lost wife. Seven years after the 
fact? Why now? He longed to ask but also didn't think he 
could handle the man's weeping once more. He wasn't sure 
why the man cried. He didn't sound like he loved his wife. 

He just minds losing what he regards as his. She is...or 
was a possession. Like his Internet. Whatever that is. 

Shaw...Shaw was a lot more patient and loving. Shaw 
could heal injured birds, could nurture a cracked shell with 
leaves and twine, helping a nester deliver a safe hatchling. 
And yet, Shaw didn't even see his own abilities. He only 
admired Innes's gifts, which complemented Shaw's. 

And his beloved Shaw saw hope wherever there was life. 
Maybe he thought they could help this idiot stranger who, it 
had to be admitted, did stop to admire the colorful flashes 
of wildflowers, the deep green, the gorgeous carpeting of 
green grass, made more so by the brilliant blue sky. 

In spite of the lack of a cloud, Innes knew the weather 
here could and would change in an instant. Peter Colcross 
admired the colonies of puffins and cormorants, the baby 
chicks pecking in between stony crevices. 

Now he complained about having to pee. "Don't suppose 
there's such a thing as a toilet on this island?" he asked. 

Being finfolk, neither Shaw nor Innes used the land. They 
knew the best place for a human to go without polluting the 
island, so Innes pointed the way. Colcross disappeared down 


a short slope. Shaw turned to Innes, seconds later hurling 
himself into his arms. 

They exchanged hot kisses. Innes couldn't help himself. 
All morning he'd longed to touch his man and when their 
sun-warmed lips connected, Innes felt the same rush of fire 
he always did. 

Shaw always managed to seduce him anew. 

"I'm going back to wash the dishes and prepare lunch." 
He stared into Shaw's eyes. Shaw beamed back at him. As 
usual, their thoughts swam on parallel lines. After lunch, 
they would vanish, however briefly, and make love. Innes 
needed to be inside Shaw badly, and Shaw...yes, he could 
see how much Shaw craved him, too. 

Innes released his man as soon as Colcross returned. 
Innes felt no qualms about turning invisible but he didn't 
want to reveal all his tricks to the stranger. 

"I'm going back to make lunch," he announced. 

Colcross nodded. "How do you get fresh water here?" 

"Rain. We collect rain." Innes turned and walked away. As 
Shaw held the visitor's attention, Innes vanished, allowing 
him to move faster back to camp. Without his human form 
he could float, fly... he could do anything, but not a single 
thing was fun without Shaw. 

He made the food, tense the entire time. Until he heard 
Shaw's voice carried on the early afternoon breeze, he 
didn't breathe fully. Colcross's face flushed red and he 
wheezed as he moved a little slower than he had earlier. 

Innes was about to ask if he was okay, but caught Shaw's 
slight shake of his head. 

"Hungry?" Innes asked instead. 

"Famished. | have a blood pressure problem but can't 
take my pills without food." 

He moved over to his stock of provisions and withdrew a 
glass bottle. He began to vigorously cough and wheeze. 

"Damned asthma," he said, when he could talk at last. 
"The doctor told me not to make this trip, that the damp 


would make the cough worse." 

"| can fix that," Innes said out of habit. An incredulous 
Shaw stared at him. They didn't want to encourage the man 
to remain. Innes knew that. 

He wanted the man to leave with good memories of an 
eye that saw clearly and blood running through his veins 
that didn't cause him grief. He wanted Peter Colcross to 
know what love really was. 

Innes knew the winter storm was coming. They wanted 
the stranger to leave. They'd have to wait it out but until 
then, Innes could practice a little kindness. 

His emotions seesawed. 

If only he'd push off sooner. 

"Oh, look." Colcross either hadn't heard Innes or he'd 
chosen to ignore him. "I only have twelve tablets. One for 
each day. | was sure I'd packed a full bottle." He looked up. 
"No. Damn. | remember now. | left that one on the ironing 
board. | do hope | unplugged the iron. Don't suppose there's 
any hope of cell phone reception out here?" 

"Cell phone?" Innes repeated and shook his head. 

Neither Shaw nor Innes had any clue what he was talking 
about, but he reached into his box again and withdrew a 
small black gadget. He pressed buttons, said some dark and 
unseemly things and tossed the thing back into the box. 

"| guess without my charger | have no laptop access 
either." 

He picked up the small typewriter Innes had studied 
earlier. That went into the box, too. He put a pill on his 
tongue and looked at Innes expectantly. Innes handed the 
man a cup of water. Without rain later, they'd soon run 
short. Innes tried not to worry. 

There would be rain. There was always rain. 

"Eleven pills left," Colcross said, "I'll have to go back in 
about ten days. It took me almost a day to get here. Well, 
more. | got lost." 

"Didn't you come from Caithness?" Shaw asked. 


"Actually from Wick, right off the northern coast." 

"And you got lost?" 

The visitor let out a ragged sigh. "I rather fancied a bit of 
mischief, so | told my family--they're all in Inverness--that | 
was going off to see the Norwegian ruins of the old Castle of 
Wick. I arranged it all, bought the boat, took off running. But 
| never was much good even with a map. | could get lost 
driving from my house to the corner pub." 

Innes and Shaw dutifully laughed. 

He eyed the grill with an expectant air. "What's for 
lunch?" Before Innes could respond, Peter said, "I read some 
of the legends about the island. They say it was monastic. 
That only men lived here. Is that true?" 

"Just one version of things," Shaw said lightly. He 
sounded a little grumpy. Innes felt certain he was fed up 
playing host, too. 

"And what about the legend of the corn?" 

The finfolk stared at him. 

"Legend of the corn?" Innes asked after a significant 
pause. 

"Yes. | read that back when the island was populated that 
anything done under cover of darkness brought blood. 
Powerful blood. Is it true that if one cut down corn at night it 
made the stalks bleed?" 

Shaw let loose a laugh that was infectious. 

"He made up that one." Shaw pointed with glee at Innes. 
"We caught some visitors stealing our vegetables and he 
made up the story on the spot." 

l'm not going to let him think everything is real. Grains 
do bleed, but only because Innes began the legend and the 
grains liked it... 

"Really?" Colcross looked intrigued. "That story was told 
almost a century ago. How old are you exactly?" 

"| don't recall right now." Innes wanted to take the 
cooking pot and bang this unpleasant human over the head 
with it. 


"Fair enough...though | dare say you must be ancient!" 

Innes spooned food onto the best plate and handed it to 
Shaw, who passed it to their guest. Colcross seemed 
stunned by the variety afforded him. "One can grow 
vegetables here?" he asked. 

Shaw nodded. "Innes planted the carrots and potatoes. 
We harvest our own berries when they're available." 

"Ah yes, the raspberries of which you are fond." Colcross 
looked up at Shaw. "And this fish...seasoned to perfection. 
What gives it this nutty flavor? It's delicious." 

"Dried seaweed and sea cucumber." Innes never tired of 
his lover's praise for his cooking, but to see the genuine 
enjoyment on Colcross's face did, he admit, thrill him. The 
tea finished boiling and Shaw poured their visitor a cup. 

"Oh, my God, delicious. What is it?" 

"Nettle," Innes said. "You must drink a lot of it. It will help 
soothe your asthma." 

"Will it? I don't understand," Colcross said. "I've tried 
nettle tea back home. Nothing tastes like this." He dug back 
into the carrots. "Wish I'd brought more pills." 

Innes still reeled at the notion that the man might stay 
ten whole days. It was hard enough thinking about him 
being here all night. Two days until Christmas. He'd longed 
for this time alone with Shaw. 

Colcross ate and ate and drank all the tea he could, 
suddenly setting his plate aside. The finfolk watched him 
walk down to his tent. He seemed half asleep. One of the 
beautiful side effects of large doses of nettle. 

Shaw had been smart enough not to partake of any. He 
reached for his man's hand and they made themselves 
scarce as Peter climbed inside the tent. They could hear him 
snoring but he was so wiped out he never even awoke when 
it collapsed on top of him. 

"Come," Shaw said. 

"Don't worry. I plan to," Innes joked. The look in his 
lover's eyes held a promise he knew Shaw would keep, just 


as the clouds beginning to align over the dozy island also 
held a certain threat... 


Chapter 4 


Shaw and Innes lost no time in extinguishing the fire from 
their still-uneaten meal. They took the cooking pot up the 
slight incline to their favorite place to make love in the 
afternoon. Shaw held their tea cups and by the time he 
arrived in their private enclosure, Innes had already 
unraveled the old quilt some day tripper had left behind 
years ago. 

They kept it between the branches of a thick bush 
growing between two very old gravestones dating back two 
hundred years. These served as a windbreaker for Innes and 
Shaw if storms rose unexpectedly. Somebody called 
Strawberry Shortcake had left the quilt years and years ago. 
If she looked anything like her image on the material then 
she had blonde hair, big blue eyes, and was rather short. 

Innes placed the cooking pot with the spoons on the 
quilt's edge. Shaw knelt beside him. They sipped their tea, 
but it wasn't tea Innes wanted. He wanted...no, he had to 
have Shaw this very moment. 

Shaw seemed to be of a like mind, for he dropped to his 
knees, unknotting the tie at Innes's pants. Shaw slid them 
down, his anxious mouth grappling for Innes's cock. Innes 
watched his lover begin to lick the crown, savoring the 
flavor, the texture of his skin. Innes could never stop being 
dazzled by Shaw's capacity for enjoying every second of 
their lovemaking. 

Innes watched Shaw's whole body surrender with 
abandon as he moved his mouth back over the edge of 
Innes's slick cock and licked a path down his thickening 
shaft. He licked around the base, taking hold of it for a few 
moments to give himself closer access to Innes's ball sac. 


Innes loved the way Shaw would suck and pull and tongue 
each ball, then take both into his mouth at the same time. 

When he could no longer stand it, Innes took his lover's 
face in his hands, moved his body back and tried to kiss his 
mouth, but Shaw cried out, aching for cock to mouth 
contact. 

Innes had to give in to anything Shaw wanted. He asked 
for so little but gave so much. So much... 

Shaw's hands moved to Innes's knees, his fingers holding 
his lover, his husband, closer. He could read Shaw's 
thoughts. 

Please don't take it from me. Please let me have it... 

Innes let Shaw's mouth and hands have their way. Innes 
came hard, with Shaw taking him in deep and so easily into 
his throat. Innes craved the wave and it came. He could 
hardly speak, could barely stand. Shaw pulled him by the 
hand to the grass and with a savage cry straddled Innes's 
body. Still coming in Shaw's mouth, Innes caught his breath, 
watching one of their treasured birds circling the sky. 

He closed his eyes as the tern fluttered to a stone wall 
beside them. Innes could hear each wingtip fall into place. 
The tern liked to watch over them and fussed and squabbled 
with anyone or anything who interfered with his guardians' 
private time. 

Shaw came up for air, kissing a dazed Innes who was still 
trying to formulate a sentence. Innes beamed up at his 
lover. 

"You..." 

Shaw chuckled. "I couldn't wait. | know you want to come 
inside me, but | know how to get you going again." 

Innes laughed. "Do you now?" 

"Oh, yes." 

Innes grabbed him. "Come up here and feed me." 

Shaw grinned, stood, and quickly removed all his 
clothing. He climbed up to Innes's head, lowering his balls 


and cock to him as he straddled him, facing Innes's feet. 
This was one of their favorite things to do. 

Innes knew Shaw loved it when Innes's tongue reached 
Shaw's ass, but the pleasure was in the journey. Shaw had 
to take the ride for as long as Innes wanted him to. In the 
meantime, Shaw could run his hands along Innes's legs and 
feet. Having his feet played with as he sucked Shaw's cock 
was the biggest turn-on for Innes. 

Ever. 

Shaw squirmed against Innes's tongue, trying to get it 
into his hole but Innes wanted to play. Shaw leaned down, 
balancing his weight on his knees as he stroked Innes' 
thighs, down to his ankles and toes. Innes teased Shaw's 
ass with tiny licks. Shaw bent his body over to begin sucking 
Innes's cock again. 

So much for being in control. 

Innes had to suck Shaw's ass in earnest now, especially if 
he was going to fuck him. Within minutes, both men were 
panting. 

Shaw knew the exact moment when he should scoot 
down and mount his man. Though they both loved to look 
into each other's eyes when Innes was inside him, they also 
knew that Shaw facing away from him was the deepest 
possible penetration. 

Besides, in this position, it gave Innes the access he 
wanted to Shaw's feet. 

Innes cried out as Shaw's ass claimed him. Innes grabbed 
Shaw's swaying, bucking hips. Shaw leaned forward, 
pressing his body down, his fingers moving under the soles 
of Innes's feet. Innes couldn't see straight. Blue, red, purple, 
green, shards of light, color, strokes of lightning went off in 
his brain. 

It was one of the secret pleasures of the finfolk. Their 
human feet gave them intense, almost unbearable orgasms. 
Innes knew that Shaw needed only light pressure on his feet 
for unimaginable bliss. 


They came together, Shaw exploding in Innes's hand as 
Innes, in turn, shot deeply into his lover's belly. 

It was some time before Innes could peel Shaw from atop 
his body and hold his quaking lover in his arms. 

"I'm here," Innes whispered. "And | love you." 

"| love you, too." Shaw tucked his head under Innes's 
chin. 

Their watchful bird gave a soft, knowing cluck as the 
finfolk fell asleep... 

x KOK OX 

The fulmars awoke them. The fluffy gray and white 
seabirds were Shaw's favorite. He stirred, thankful his 
lover's heavy arms surrounded him. A bad storm was 
coming. 

“Thank you," Shaw cried out as the fulmar flapped its 
wings. 

"Storm!" Shaw shouted to Innes, who immediately 
sprang into action. They picked up their food and drink, and 
Shaw rolled up the quilt and stowed it in its hiding place. 
They stuffed their clothing back there, too. They gobbled 
their meal standing up. Back at the camp, their visitor slept 
on, his snoring sounding dangerous. 

Innes cleaned the pot and put it in the usual strategic 
place with the other collecting pots to catch the rain. 

"We should wake him," Shaw said. 

"No. We should fix his tent." 

They did. Shaw was the one who zipped it up after Innes 
tore around gathering Colcross's belongings and shoved 
them into the tent with their owner. 

"Think he'll be okay?" Shaw asked. 

"Let's hope not. Maybe he'll go home after the storm." 
Shaw sighed. He didn't want the man staying right through 
Christmas and the New Year any more than Innes did. They 
had plans. He didn't want to worry about the stranger 
interfering with the birds. Maybe they'd made a mistake 
being so nice and hospitable to him. 


Shaw and Innes rode out the worst of the storm in the 
ocean. They swam and dived underwater, loving the colors 
of the sea in the afternoon. The craggy rocks beneath the 
surface were blue-green with algae. They both loved the 
time they spent in water, then they could allow their tales to 
form. Shaw turned to study his majestic lover, his hair 
long...so long in water, his human form powerful and 
muscular, sliding into a beautiful fish tail. Their faces met, 
their lips touching in wonderment. 

Why did it always seem so new with Innes? 

Shaw played with fish, slithered along with a sea snake, 
and heard Innes's laughter beneath the foamy waves. The 
storm must be hitting the island heavily now. 

As he rose to the surface for a peek, he saw that 
Colcross's tent was intact. Could he really be sleeping 
through all of this? The ocean swelled, the waves smashing 
against craggy rocks. The pink sea cliffs that rose above the 
shoreline reddened with the constant water. How beautiful 
Eynhallow looked with its verdant shores, her blue-grey 
skies, and the purple flowers bending to the call of nature. 

As much as Shaw loved the sea, he always adored going 
back to land. 

Shaw felt something poking at his back. He turned to find 
the gaping mouth of a basking shark and shook his head. 
The same, loopy shark kept bumping anything resembling a 
large sea creature in an effort to mate. Shaw was certain 
the shark was blind. Though he looked creepy, he was 
benign. Shaw turned the shark around by its tail and shoved 
him towards deep waters. 

Poor old thing... 

Innes appeared beside him and pointed up. They rose as 
one to the surface. Their guest was outside of the tent now, 
arms wrapped around himself, shivering and waving. Innes 
held a large sea bass in his hands. Plenty for dinner. As they 
returned to shore, Shaw and Innes's tails made way for legs 


and their human form, the sea bass no longer writhing in 
Innes's strong grip. 

"| say," Colcross said, running down to them, "Aren't you 
cold?" 

"No, the water is very warm," Shaw said. 

"Really?" Colcross peered doubtfully over his shoulder. As 
Shaw went to collect their clothing, Innes began to get 
dinner ready. 

"You have an excellent system," Colcross said. "Where on 
earth did you find a beach umbrella?" he asked Innes as 
Shaw returned with their clothes. 

Had they been alone the finfolk may not have returned to 
dry land until night. The worst of the storm had passed but 
for the sake of their shivering guest, Innes seemed to be 
making every effort for his comfort. 

Colcross rehydrated the wine and drank two cups. He 
was quite tipsy by the time he ate his fish and the last ofthe 
roasted potatoes. 

"Musshhtt go back to bed," he slurred, entering his tent 
again. He was asleep in an instant. Innes looked at Shaw 
and shrugged. They ate, tried a little of the wine, which 
neither of them liked, and returned to the sanctity ofthe old 
monastery. Innes had laid traps in case the human tried to 
disturb them. 

Shaw hungered for Innes as if it had been months since 
he'd tasted him. But Innes wouldn't have any of it. 

"Look what | found in the human's stash," he said, 
holding up a small red and black bag. "Pop rocks. Exploding 
candy! We haven't had any for" 

"Eons." Shaw grinned. 

"| want to see if they still work." Innes pulled down 
Shaw's pants, picked up his lover and lowered him to one of 
the ruined walls. 

"Comfortable?" 

"Oh, yes." Shaw's eyes had widened with desire. They 
kissed for a moment, but Shaw's growing erection couldn't 


be ignored. Innes tasted his lover's cock. He loved it without 
any adornment but the exploding candy seemed too good to 
waste. He licked Shaw's shaft, pressing candies into it with 
his tongue. He began to suck, Shaw laughing at the 
sensation of the tiny, granular pieces against his smooth 
shaft and Innes's hot mouth. 

For Innes, there was a whole different taste sensation. He 
looked up, coming off Shaw's cock for a moment. "I just 
realized these are cinnamon flavored." 

"Really?" Shaw dipped his finger into the bag and tried 
one of the tiny red pieces of candy. "Wow. They're spicy." 

"Uh-huh. So this is going to pack a punch for both of us." 

Shaw laughed. He watched his lover's mouth plunge over 
him again. Innes gave such good head and oh...the candy 
started exploding. Shaw didn't know what happened first, if 
he came or the candy rocked, but the sound and the feeling 
had him erupting, jutting harder against Innes' willing 
tongue. Innes swallowed it all and when Shaw stopped 
coming, he smelled cinnamon on the air. 

"That was..." he gulped. "Amazing." 

"Yeah. And | only used a third of the bag. We'll get even 
more bang for Peter's bucks." 

Shaw laughed so hard he almost fell off the wall... 

x OK OK OX 

They made love for hours. Sleep came, but no rest with 
it. Their guest had begun to freak out from the wilderness, 
the lack of noise and lights. He began to scream in the 
night, his crying a disturbing sound to the finfolk, who 
sprang to their feet, donning their clothes. Shaw was the 
first one to him, catching Peter as he tripped and fell over 
one of Innes's traps. 

"My foot!" the man shrieked. 

"It's just a tree root," Shaw said in soothing tones. Innes 
had pulled the root up to catch Peter's foot should he come 
to them in the night. The wind howled, the sound probably 
quite frightening to the uninitiated, though it had been so 


long since a human had lasted a single afternoon here that 
neither Shaw nor Innes had given the matter much thought. 

Peter fell to the ground of sheer terror. "What's that?" he 
whined as the wind tore across the tops of branches. 

"The wind," Shaw said, trying not to laugh. He loved the 
wind. Loved its messages. He could hear it talking. 

The school is safe. No casualties to report. The dolphins 
will return tomorrow. Oh, and Merry Christmas! 

He sank beside the man and held him in his arms. It was 
the beginning of a long, long night. Both Shaw and Innes 
nursed Peter through his second night without the 
distractions civilization brought. Facing himself meant 
looking at the things he had done, those he had hurt... 

His wife. 

"| beat her. I confess. | was a terrible man. | was a drug 
addict and | visited prostitutes. But I've changed! I'm four 
and a half years sober. | want her to see I've changed!" 

He began to cough. He might have changed but he was a 
sick man and Innes worried the long, cold night would kill 
him. Shaw could tell. 

"| don't believe he's sober. He brought wine here!" Innes 
huffed. "Disgusting wine, but it's still wine. Come on, 
darling. Let's get him to the camp." 

Shaw helped Innes walk Peter down to the fire pit. 

"What's that?" Peter shrieked. "It sounds like wolves!" 

"There are no wolves here." Shaw couldn't believe how 
quickly their visitor had begun to unravel. 

Innes guided Peter to the chair and wrapped him in 
blankets, making a quick fire, which he kept alive with 
difficulty, long enough to brew tea. 

Peter accepted the cup with shaky hands. 

"Are there bears here? What about snakes? | bet there 
are poisonous snakes!" He screamed and lifted his feet off 
the ground. 

He was making Shaw a nervous wreck. 


"All in all he's a lot more pleasant when he's 
unconscious," Innes said. 

Shaw had to agree. Colcross kept veering between 
agonized hallucinations borne of mere imagination. Fantasy. 
Delusion. 

When he wasn't freaking out about dinosaurs or dragons 
and some blood-sucking creature called a chupacabra, he 
sobbed like a helpless child. 

With more tea in his system, he calmed a little. He 
stopped conjuring improbable monsters. 

"I'm the monster!" he cried at one point. 

They had to calm him down all over again. Rain came 
and they kept him dry under a canopy of old oiled cloth, 
which Innes and Shaw held over Peter and themselves. 

He spent the rest of the night swallowing tea, confessing 
his sins, and cried on and off. When the rain fell away, he 
couldn't seem to appreciate the beauty of the stars against 
the almost chalky colored cliffs at night or the shades of inky 
blue blackness of the finfolk's favorite bushes. 

"Don't vampires come around this time?" 

"Vampires?" Innes stared at him. 

Shaw shook his head. Everybody knew vampires disliked 
rain. They disliked birds. They argued for air rights with 
them and the finfolk had banished them long ago. 

At one point before daybreak they had to accompany him 
to the water so he could go to the bathroom again. 

"If he doesn't leave first thing in the morning, I'll render 
him unconscious again," Innes promised. 

"Can you believe him? I'm surprised he hasn't suggested 
werewolves might be lurking on the island," Shaw said. 

Peter waded back to shore, pulling up his pants. 

"I'm sure | heard howling," he insisted. "Out there." He 
turned and pointed. "I'm sure it was werewolves." 

"No werewolves," Innes said, his tone tight. 

Werewolves, too, had been banished from Eynhallow. 
They were mean to the birds, the fish and they had 


disgusting food etiquette. Not that Shaw mentioned this. It 
would have set Peter off on a whole new, frightening 
tangent. 

It was near sunrise before he would sleep, before he 
would even acquiesce to being left alone. 

He slept heavily in the tent, judging by the snoring they 
heard most of the day. 

"It's Christmas Eve," Innes said, his tone gloomy. "Not 
how | intended this day at all." 

"| know, my love." Shaw leaned closer for a kiss. 

Peter's snoring suddenly sounded like a roaring plane, 
something they heard from time to time. It frightened the 
finfolk a little but the birds seemed to find it amusing. 

They laughed and chatted, making Shaw laugh, too. 

"Oh!" Innes shouted. "It's a chupacabra!" 

The birds and Shaw found this to be very funny. 

Though the dolphins had yet to return, Innes assured 
Shaw he could feel their energy in the water. 

“They'll be back in the morning, right in time for 
Christmas, my love." 

That made Shaw happy. 

Their visitor stopped snoring for a few blissful moments 
then began again. Shaw listened, then asked Innes, "Isn't 
snoring supposed to be a sign of somebody who is set in 
their ways?" 

Innes agreed this was a notorious aspect of human 
beings. He'd had a lot more experience of them than Shaw 
had. 

Late in the afternoon, Peter awoke. Clouds came in, but 
the storm this time was brief. He swam in the ocean with 
the finfolk, who did not let their real forms emerge. Neither 
Shaw nor Innes thought he could handle much after last 
night's constant drama. 

Over a late supper huddled by the fire, he confessed 
something new. 


"I've met a woman. She's very nice. She's...she owns my 
corner pub. | haven't been very nice to her, | am ashamed 
to say." 

"You haven't, why?" Shaw asked, genuinely intrigued. 

"It's hard for me to fail and | failed in such a spectacular 
way." 

"So do you think this is why you hold on to the memory 
of your wife?" Innes asked. "Perhaps it's easier to cling to a 
fantasy than to risk the pain of loving again?" 

Peter frowned. "You sound like my therapist, but it sounds 
much kinder coming from you." 

Innes moved toward Peter with a cup of tea and sat in 
the mud at the man's feet. 

"Thank you," Peter said, his expression earnest. "Because 
| mean it sincerely. | believe in love. | believe that love with 
the right person is the happiest feeling there is." 

After that little speech, Peter was silent for a long time. 
"She's very nice and she's been more than sympathetic 
about my ramblings about Sally-Anne. 

"| know she will be so hurt when she learns that | went 
running after her, but the truth is, until | realized | loved 
Amanda, | couldn't give myself to her until I came here to 
see it. To experience the island first-hand." 

"Wait." Shaw held up a hand. "Did you say Amanda? Isn't 
that the name of the photographer?" 

Peter smiled fully, all the way to his eyes, for the first 
time since the finfolk had met. "Yes. | went to her exhibit 
and next thing | knew she'd bought the pub with her 
brother. It's an extraordinary coincidence that she's been 
here. She understood the pull of the island. She said she 
'got' why Sally-Anne ran here." 

"So," said Innes, "You think she came here after all." 

Peter gazed out across the water. "I have no idea. | don't 
feel her here. | can't imagine her living like this. | think...l 
think she went looking for peace." He looked emotional now. 
"| hope now, for the first time, that she found it. | really do." 


"That's a nice thing to wish for her," Shaw said. 

Peter seemed to wrestle with his emotions. "The cliffs 
change color," he said suddenly. "Amanda told me she 
became frightened when she heard a wolf but I only heard 
the high winds and that was bad enough." He gulped at his 
tea. "I know | was ridiculous last night and | apologize." 

He reddened. "I even rambled about vampires, didn't 1?" 

Shaw patted his hand but didn't respond. 

"The truth is, you're going to find me very dull and 
probably think even less of humans than you probably 
already do, but | don't think | can handle another night here. 
| couldn't stand it last night. | Know | was a wreck." 

"It's hard when the night is cold and rainy and the sea is 
so dark," Shaw said, his voice soft. 

"No...no. It's more than that." Peter tugged at his ear 
lobe. "I was alone with myself and | really found myself 
wanting. I'm not a very nice person, really. | came here with 
hardness in my heart. So much welled-up anger. If Sally- 
Anne has found happiness, | need to let her have it." 

Oh no...is he going to cry again? 

"And | need to forgive myself and move on. | need to give 
myself permission to be happy, don't 1?" 

"Yes you do," Shaw said. Innes nodded vigorously. 

"I'm thinking, I'll push off, but it's late. I'm afraid of the 
storm coming, but more afraid of being here tonight. Tell 
me, oh wise ones, what should I do?" 

"Go home," Innes said. "Love will help you find the way." 
Peter stood, hugged them both and moved over to his 
tent. They helped him dismantle everything and take it all to 
his boat. He gave them a gift before he left. A radio with 

batteries. 

"You might hear some music," he said, "one never knows. 
Merry Christmas, Shaw and Innes. I'll never forget you." 

"Merry Christmas," they said in unison, Shaw's eyes 
filling with tears. 

Music. What if they heard music? He couldn't believe it. 


"You're really giving us this...priceless jewel?" 

"Ah, Shaw. You're ruining the reputation of finfolk, you 
are." 

He grabbed Shaw in a hard hug then gave one to Innes, 
too. They watched him leave, waving madly as he went 
back the way he came. 

"Think he'll find it?" Shaw asked. 

"Maybe." Innes grinned. "In a day or two." 

They sat on the beach, marveling over the splendid gift 
he'd given them. They heard scratchings of music... random 
voices. 

"Storm coming," Innes said. "That's weird. The clouds 
came so fast." They retreated to the sanctuary of old stones 
and the monastery walls. They clung to one another under 
the blanket amid kisses long and deep. 

Shaw held on to the radio beneath his clothes as Innes 
made love to him. Neither of them spoke, for words hurt too 
much when the elements of magic, moonlight, and moss 
were at work. It was early in the morning when Shaw awoke, 
his lover's body atop him, and found the fragrant grass alive 
and, as ever, impossibly green. 

"Innes," he whispered. "The grass...it smells like 
Christmas." 

They reached for the radio lying beside them. Innes 
fiddled with the dial until they heard the strains of O Holy 
Night. 

"| know you love this song," Innes said. Shaw wept as 
Innes stood, held his harms out to him, and they danced, 
wrapped around one another. Innes kissed all of Shaw's 
tears away, but they kept coming back. 

Innes became agitated and they finally stopped dancing. 

"Do you have any regrets?" Innes asked, using his 
thumbs to brush Shaw's tears from his face. 

"None. None. | promise you. I've never regretted a single 
moment of my life with you." Shaw pulled Innes closer to 
him, their bodies melting into one another. 


"Merry Christmas, darling." 

"Merry Christmas, darling," Innes said back, his hair and 
eyes never more beautiful or more green than they were in 
that moment. 

And Shaw, husband of Innes of Eynhallow, was telling the 
truth. 

"I think it's apt I'm saying goodbye to my old life with a 
song about a Holy night in a place whose name means Holy 
Island...don't you?" Shaw asked. 

Innes nodded, but didn't speak. The day they had half- 
feared, half-expected had come. They had faced it together, 
but the truth was that Shaw had never thought twice about 
giving up his life as the human woman Sally-Anne Colcross. 

When Innes had found Shaw, then Sally-Anne, it had 
been a miracle. Sally-Anne could never have explained to 
Peter that she wasn't in love with David. Sally-Anne had 
wanted to be a man and David understood. He too, had 
been transgendered but nobody had guessed his secret. 
He'd tried to rescue Sally-Anne but drowned. He'd saved her 
life, saved her soul from a man who wanted to rip her to 
shreds. 

So much of what Shaw remembered from his life as Sally- 
Anne had receded, like waves on the sand. He'd never 
wanted to think about that part of his existence again. Innes 
had offered him life. Innes had offered him things he'd never 
thought would be possible. He'd chosen his new name, 
Shaw, the Scottish version of shore. That's where he'd met 
Innes, right on the shore of a different island, stranded, 
alone, without any hope. 

Could he have explained any of this to Peter? No. But 
he'd helped free his former partner. He hoped with all his 
heart that Peter Colcross could experience the kind of love 
that was Shaw's now. The kind of love nurtured by nature in 
Eynhallow. 

He had never felt true freedom until he became a shape- 
shifting merman, a proud finfolk. 


And just as Innes had promised...no, predicted, Shaw had 
faced his former tormentor without recrimination, but with 
dignity and pity. 

It was, as Innes had wanted it, finished in beauty. 

Shaw swayed in his handsome lover's arms once more, 
still marveling that it really had been finished in beauty. For 
now, they had Christmas. They had but days to enjoy the 
sun, the warmth, the birds they loved. 

And music once more. 

Shaw began to laugh and sing when the song changed to 
Jingle Bells. 

"| love your voice," Innes said, his face wreathed in 
smiles. 

Yes, this was the Christmas they both wanted for once it 
was over they would have to return to the sea. 

They would, until next year, take their turn presiding over 
Poseidon's Court, North Seas Division, the bluest, greenest, 
evergreen secret water world beneath the waves... 

The proud, crashing waves... 

Shaw closed his eyes, hearing, feeling, tasting Innes's 
heartbeat and voice in his head. It was written in the sand. 
It was whispered across the sun. Cemented in sea foam. 

It is finished. 

In Beauty. 
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Don't miss Tame, by A. J. Llewellyn, 
available at AmberAllure.com! 


Cavan Carmichael has just transferred to LAPD from rural 
Oregon. It's Halloween and he's expecting...well, the 
unexpected, since it's the time of spooky things, and this is 
LA, after all. Nobody, however, could have predicted an 
animal abuse call that turns out to reveal a beaten, chained- 
up man in a garden shed. 

Then come the words that Cavan knows will haunt him 
for life: "Don't worry, I'm tame." 

Cavan rescues the man who, underneath the bruises and 
blood, is very handsome. And mysterious. Nothing about the 
stranger adds up. Nothing he says makes sense. For every 
medical test the doctors perform, only more questions arise. 
When Ludo, as he insists he be called, is admitted to the 
hospital, he has grievous injuries inflicted by a despicable 
assailant via antique torture instruments. 

Unbelievably, Ludo's injuries heal fast and Cavan, who 
visits the recuperating man, is astonished to find he is 
attracted and protective of the man. But can Cavan 
overlook the oddities, such as bristles under the man's 


tongue? The strange wolf hairs in his wounds? Is the most 
beautiful man Cavan has ever seen really...tame? 
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